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Entranced 


Author's Notes: 
TW: Dom/sub context. 


A one-shot attempt at a psychological (more than physical) Dom/sub encounter, leaving one of the two 


characters puzzled. 


| know there are many authors writing (and doing it very well) this type of dynamics on here so all comments 
are welcome as | am writing something new and out of my usual style or type of plots but it was a bit of a 


fun experiment. Enjoy the read! 


The two Metallica guys were lounging in a secluded area next to the bar of the upper floor of a club in the 
city center. Kirk was looking around, not listening to whatever nonsense Lars was babbling about for the last 


twenty minutes. Lars talked so much - all the time - and it was only getting worse when he was drunk. 


After scanning the crowd in the lower level of the club, Kirk's eyes finally landed on something of interest for 
the first time in the evening. 


"Do you know who this is?," Kirk asked Lars, interrupting him in the middle of a rant about Britney Spears‘ 
latest video. 


"| was talking," Lars told him. 
"Yeah, for the last two hours. Like | hadn't noticed. Do you know him?" 


"Who? Where?," Lars asked as he sat on the edge of his seat to see better what, or rather who, Kirk was 


looking at. 

Kirk pointed his beer bottle in the direction of a group of people who were walking in. 

‘OF course. It's fucking Marilyn Manson, Kirk. | thought you'd know him, given your love for horror and gloom." 
"| know who he is. | meant who's with him." 

Lars squinted his eyes. 

‘Oh... That is his whorish drag bassist" 

Kirk rolled his eyes at Lars' remark. 

"You're doing it on purpose or what? Not the drag! The other, the blond one" 


Lars looked back at Marilyn Manson who was walking into the main bar area downstairs flanked by two 


persons. One was definitely Twiggy but the other one, Lars wasn't sure. 
"No idea," he replied to Kirk with a shrug. 


Kirk leaned forward from his seat. He tapped his chin with his index finger, pondering what should happen next. 
Lars looked at him. 


"Probably another weirdo from his entourage. You stay away," Lars added. 
"Gotta admit.. If he's a freak, he's a hot freak" 


"Not here, Kirky. James already loses it when we get caught kissing.. If he sees a picture of you getting hot 
and heavy with one of Manson's freak show pets... He's not gonna be happy." 


Kirk gave a big toothy grin at Lars and started laughing. 


"James is not born to be happy anyway. He sings better when he's upset. And I'll avoid paparazzi, don't worry." 


Lars shook his head and tried to grab Kirk's arm but the guitarist was too fast and he was already on his way 
to the staircase towards the downstairs area of the venue before Lars could say anything else. 


The guitarist picked up two beers at the bar and walked in the direction of the newly arrived guests. Manson 
was of course surrounded by a little crowd. His bassist was drunk already and trying to climb on the counter 
of the bar, with much difficulty given his tight green dress. The other accompanying character, who was 
probably a new member in the band, was sipping on a drink, looking away from the commotion caused by the 
other two. He didn't seem embarrassed but rather unfazed by the whole circus that was going on next to him. 
Kirk paused for a moment, looking at the blond. They were more or less the same height but that was about 
the only thing they had in common. The other guy had an angelic look with just enough dark make-up to 
contrast nicely with his platinum white hair and pale face. The Metallica guitarist mots certainly liked what he 


saw now he was closer. 


"You don't seem to crave as much attention as your bandmates," Kirk said as he approached the blond guy and 
offered him a beer. 


"No, thanks. lll stick to this," he said as he raised his glass to his mouth and took a sip. 
"Whats your poison?" 

"Pepsi Max: 

Kirk let a short laugh escape but then realized the guy wasn't joking 

"What's your name?," Kirk asked, 

"John" 

"So, John.. What are you doing with these guys?" 

"Im the new guitarist," John replied with a half-smile. "Were you at the ceremony?" 
"Yeah. We didn't get anything this time, we left early’ 

"Then you missed when we played" 


"Shit, yes, | guess | did," Kirk confessed. "I don't like this place too much," Kirk told him. "Wanna go somewhere 
else?" 


John gave a look around the place wondering what could be wrong with it or what Kirky really meant. 


"Where else do you propose to go?" 

Kirk looked at him straight in the eyes and licked his lips. 

"Wherever we can have some privacy." 

John smirked at the answer. 

"Our hotel is not too far," he said. 

Kirk nodded and walked towards the door. He looked over his shoulder to see if the other guitarist was 
following him. John seemed to hesitate for a few seconds but then he put his drink on one of the nearby 
tables and he went for the exit as well. 

Kirk hailed a taxi for the two of them. John's hotel was indeed only twenty minute away. He didn't seem very 
chatty. Kirk didn't mind and spent the cab ride looking at the blond guitarist, wondering if he had any tattoos 


and where and how gorgeous he would look without any clothes on. 


Once in John's room, Kirk kicked his shoes away. He looked into the minibar fridge and retrieved all the small 


alcohol bottles that were inside. He tossed them on the bed 

"What do you want?," Kirk asked 

"Take your clothes off" John said very neutrally. 

Kirk shook his head and laughed 

"Sure, we'll get to that. For now, | meant to drink What do you want? Vodka, Bacardi, whiskey?" 


‘lm not getting drunk. | want you to take your clothes off," John repeated while he walked passed Kirk and 


went to sit in one of the armchairs on the side of the bed without even removing his long black coat. 


The black-hair guitarist was a bit thrown off guard by the request. Clearly, he hadn't expected John to be the 
bossy type. After all, he was Kirk Hammett from Metallica, and he had hit on him. The guy was maybe playing 
in Marilyn Manson's band but he was not famous and he seemed pretty laid back at the bar. Yet, now, when it 
was just the two of them, he clearly seemed unfazed about the situation and the unbalance of celebrity 
status that should have been obvious between him and Kirk. At least, it was refreshing even if a bit 


unexpected. 
"l'm waiting," John stated while running his fingers into his platinum hair. 


"Ok, blondie,” Kirk replied before letting his jacket fall on the floor and 


"No pet name, thank you." 


Not much of a sense of humor, Kirk thought to himself. The guy was a little weird but his standoffish 
attitude was actually turning Kirk on so he didn't mind putting on a little bit of a show as he undressed in 


front of him. 


A minute later, Kirk was standing naked in front of John who was still sitting in the chair and looking at him, 
his face devoid of any readable emotion. Kirk moved closer and stopped a few inches away from the other 
guitarist. He kneeled down in front of him, his hands sliding up on John's thighs all the way to his zipper. 
Unexpectedly, John pushed his hands away. 


"Nah... You don't touch me. Lie down, on your back" 
"You should relax. Let's get on the bed," Kirk said, thinking at first that the guitarist was nervous. 
"No. Here, at my feet, Kirk. You lie down" 


That didn't sound like something someone nervous would say. Not with the tone and look that John gave him. 
What was the guy's deal? Kirk didn't really like the way this guy had now started to talk to him and he felt 
the urge to slap him in the face and turn around to pick up his clothes and walk out. Strangely enough, 
however, that first impression quickly disappeared when he looked up at John and saw his dark eyes burn right 
through him. John moved his hand and touched one of Kirk's shoulders, pushing it down slightly to encourage 
him to lie down. Kirk sensed a shiver run down his spine at the contact and he noted that his dick had 
hardened some more following the order that John had just spoken out and that simple gesture. 


As if in a trance, Kirk sat on the carpet floor and laid down, as he was told, right next to John's feet. 


John smiled down at him. While he was looking at Kirk's body, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock 
which seemed fully hard already. Kirk couldn't detach his eyes from John's member. It was glistening with pre- 
cum on the head and it was beautifully long and engorged and all Kirk was imaging was how it would taste in 


his mouth and feel in his tight hole. Why wasn't John letting him touch him? 
"Now jack off," John said with an eerily sweet voice. 


Kirk snapped out of his fantasy and looked up at John in disbelief when he heard him. He was about to open his 
mouth and say something when John clarified immediately. 


"You heard me, do it. No question, no comment." 


Kirk was desperately trying to understand what game the guy was playing and more importantly why he 

himself felt the need to play along. Things were not at all going as he would have liked them but he was oddly 
unable to make it stop or get himself to protest further. It was ridiculous because its not like he was tied up 
to the bed posts and couldn't run away. He could have just left but there was something pulling him under the 


spell of the blond. Was it simply the fact that he had never experienced anything like this previously that 


compelled him to stay and see what would happen next? 


The Metallica guitarist felt John's burning gaze on him. He wasn't menacing and that was what was making it 
worse. It was as if the guy knew that he had such power over Kirk. Simple words and instructions seemed to 


do the trick and persuade him to go along without any physical threat or action. 


And so Kirk started to touch himself, tugging at his cock which came to life under the eyes of the blond 


guitarist. John also started to pump his own cock, slowly, while he kept his eyes on Kirk 


The Metallica guitarist thought this was the weirdest thing ever. He would have never imagined anything like 
that as exciting but somehow, it seemed that his body was responding to the situation in a very unexpected 


way. 


John was very quiet and even if his face was now showing some subtle signs of pleasure and enjoyment at 
what he was doing to himself and was making Kirk do, not a single sigh or moan escaped his lips. This was a 
stark contrast with Kirk, who was squirming on the floor, breathing heavily and moaning under the rhythmic 


actions of his own hand. 


"Would be.. Even better if we'd.. Touched each other..." Kirk panted. "| want your fingers inside of me.. Then 


your fucking nice cock." 
"Shut up," John replied. 


The blond guitarist lifted his right foot and landed it on Kirk's chest. The contact of the hard and cold rubber 
sole of John's combat boot made Kirk gasped, out of surprise more than pain, although he was now feeling 


that the blond was pushing a little more of his weight into his feet than when he put it there initially. 
"Hey! What are you..?" 

"Shut up, | said! 

This time, John's voice was louder and more commanding. 


The blond's hand was now moving hard and fast and a slightly labored breathing could finally be heard. Kirk 
couldn't stop watching him. He looked so controlled yet so sexy. Kirk might have picked him up at the party but 
he started to wonder if he did initiate anything or whether the guy somehow managed to lure him because he 
was so much in control of the situation that it was as if all this had been planned all along by the blond 


John finally let out a low gasp, which Kirk barely heard over his own panting. The Metallica guitarist also saw 
the slight jerk that briefly coursed through John's body as he came all over his hand. Kirk didn't know why but 
the sight of the blond biting his bottom lip afterwards to ensure he kept quiet sent him over the edge and he 


climaxed in a much less silent fashion, spilling himself on his stomach and moaning out loud. 


When he had fully regained his composure, John looked down at the Metallica guitarist and noticed that a few 
drops of Kirk's cum had spilled over the boot he still had planted on Kirk's chest. 


"Lick it clean," John said as he removed his boot from Kirk's body and placed it next to his face on the floor. 
Kirk laughed while he was still lying on the floor. 

"Man.. Am not playing this game anymore. You're a twisted disappointing freak! 

John tilted his head on one side and sighed. 

"You didn't look too disappointed a few minutes ago." 

"Get over yourself, John. | came because of my right hand, not you." 

The blond smirked. 

| thought you were cool and we could have a good fuck," Kirk continued bitterly. "Clearly, | was wrong." 

"| am cool, but you're not my style for a real good fuck. At least not the way | would want to do it" 


Kirk glared at him, not bothering to ask for more details on what the guy might mean. He stood up quickly and 
started to put his clothes back on. 


"| doubt anyone would have any fun with you," Kirk spat. 


John was looking at Kirk fumbling hastily with his pants while he calmly tucked himself back into his pants. He 
finally got out of the chair and wiped his hand on the bed throw. 


"You didn't have to stay but you did. You didn't have to undress but you did. You came just by watching me 
toying with you and jerking off by myself. And you know what? Tonight when you'll go to bed, you'll touch 
yourself again and think about me and what you just did. You'll hate it but you'll love it too. Class dismissed, 
Kirk" 


The Metallica guitarist quickly finished to dress himself and left the hotel room slamming the door behind him 
out of rage. For once, he should have listened to Lars and stay away from the guy but how could he have 
known? And who the fuck did this guy think he was? Kirk was seething with anger and shame at what had just 
happened and his complete lack of push-back in front of the guitarist. It had never happened to him. He 
couldn't comprehend why he behaved the way he did and that was the most frustrating - or scary - thing. 
That and the fact that he was hard again and he knew that if John opened the door right now and asked him 


to come back in, he most likely would.. 


